RICHELIEU
luxurious, ostentatious, swollen with pride; and the
female, dingy, swarthy and even more ferocious. Such
was the trio to whom the Bishop of Lu9on owed his eleva-
tion to power.
On the other side of an unbridgable gulf moved the
queer couple of the boy King and his chief fowler. The
favourite would have been feared if the monarch had been
taken seriously; but the low esteem in which the King was
held was the strongest safeguard of his inseparable friend.
Luynes stood cloaked in the shadow of Louis .xin, who
himself hardly emerged from the obscurity in which he
was placed by general contempt.
French history hardly contains a more pathetic and
pitiable figure than this crowned boy, crushed beneath the
weight of a power out of all proportion to his physical and
moral strength, who tried with all his wavering will to
stand erect, to grip the unwieldy sceptre, to show at
least the soul of a king, although he had neither the noble
mien, the strength, the speech nor the talents of such.
His fate was all the more tragic as he seems to have been
well aware of it, and his inner life was an unceasing battle.
It was without the approval of Louis that Richelieu
entered the council; according to the protocol, no doubt,
everything was done in the King's name, but the Queen
was not in, the habit of consulting this young scamp of
sixteen, and he was content to repeat, or to countersign,
such orders as were dictated to him. He could not oppose
the nomination of the new councillor of state, and did not
even contemplate doing so; but, perturbed by all that he
heard of Richelieu's astounding genius, he regarded him
as an adversary, since he had joined hands with the group
of his foes. The insidious and ever-attentive Luynes added
fuel to the fire smouldering in the King's heart. It was he
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